“The devilchilr® hud become
standing headline In the American pa-

pers. Each hour rumors were multl
plled about the travels of the mysterl
ous deaperndo who had affixed n gyro-
scope to an lovalid's chalr and, ruo-
oing upon a single wheal at the rate of
two hundred miles an hour, was pil
Iaging and murdering, He was report-
ed from Philadelphia, from Baltimore,
from Pittaburgh. Every strange rob-
bery, every unsolved murder mystery
fn the anstern portion of the United
Btates was lald to his charge. In every |
clty the polica soarching for
him: cripples were arrested; ropes |
ward strotghed at nlght acroas highe

wWarn

THE FIRST VICTIM

THE DEVIL CHAIR

A Chronicle of the Strange Adventures of John Haynes

and His Gyroscope Vehicle

n | Valley a sharp watch had been set|there's a young lady io thers, Take

for the arrival of the devilchalr and | your ease, Mr, —"

{ts davilish occupant. He was deter
mined now to brasen out the nffalr,
Onco the confederates lind put Haynea
away; they could do It again. He
ulipped o pistol into his pockel and
|nallud his stenographaor.

“Miss Haynes!™ he shouted.

8he came In lmmediately; a pretty,
falr-baired girl, carrylng a sheaf of pa-
purs,

“Tupwan,” sald the eripple, quletly.

“Take your emse, Mr. Tupman, in
gotting up them stairs. You'll pardon
me It 'm a bit short at first—you
know we're all scared to death about
the devil-chair.”

Bhe walched her roomer Into his
chamber, and then tapped at the door
adjacent. "“Well, you've got a neigh-
bor, Miss Haynes' she sald. "He's

“Never mind that, Bleanor,” he rald, | 8 mechanic—though how he mechan-

loaring at her. “Eit down.
talk to you, my dear.”

I want to

les with both his legs lhelpless beats
me. However, he seems a quiet sort

She shot a swift glance at him; she | of chap, and he's only going 10 stay &

saw that he had been drinking again. |

ways, 10 the detriment of many thou-
sand dollars’ worth of automoblles and
horss fesh
perado was ovideut,
tainable

Had the truth been known, publie
opinion would have veerod ns strongly
toward John Havynes ss [ now directed
Itael! against Wim. For It was upon
tha satinfaction of private feuds that
he had bent all the energies of o mind
soured by !mprisonment and embit
tered by wrongs. Robbed of yast lands
In a western sipte through the maahi.
nations of a gang of scoundrels, rall-
roaded to the penitentiary at Nokomls
Falls and paralyzed by s treacherous
bullet, he had made x gyroscope In the
prigon maching shop, had affected his
escape, had entered New York and ob-
tained five thousand dollars from one
of those who had betrayed him, had
escapod the polles, und now, bent upon
a clue which should bring back to him
the missing wife and daughter whom
he had never seen since the dramatic
climax of the conspiracy against him
five voars before, he wis hiding in the
Adirondack wildernoss, far from tralls
und human habitations, In o deserted

no clue was ob

cabin, walting for the b and o
dia down befors proceeding to Grand
Valley, where bhe hoad reason to be-
lin ig donghter was to be foun

Ho had made his marvelons vehicla
out of an old Invalid's chalr which he

had found in an abundoned barn, and

now, of the wildor 38,
he plonned | 2N g with a pre
gision w £ | i rd s
caped from the penitentiary In so dar
tng o way., Orand Valley lay only

» miles distant from where
of, but'to roach it he muat pass

a ponulous farmiog térritory,
erippled and paralyzed
& couid pot hope to t
r which the

ching. So day by day he
art ovt

throu
which,

a8 he

s¢ o

entire «

in loneliness, long-
for the diughter whom he had not
since ahe grew to womanhood. In
» ond ha whealed the chair to the

of the forest land, hid It In ¢
p of trees not

far from the high
wled on his crfuteches by
Onee In
ht pass

unno-
the

l: But en the rondside n cripple

wotld be an objlect ol suspicious attan-

tion. The journey ocoupled him three
nights: he lay all day In hedges and
EWRIT DS,

He had but ane olue by which to find
Eleanor; the name of Jack Poole, one
of the least of his ensmies—a treach-
erous friend who bhad urged him to the
duel In wHicl, with an empty plstol, he
eonfronted the assnssin whose buliel,
entering his spine, left him helpless
and paralyzed below the waist. Pools,
uneasy of conscience, and growing old,

had sold out his Interest in the plun- |

dered property to the land gang, and
had retired to play the part of village
gnagnata in Lils native town

In his real estate office Jack Poole
was staring. terror stricken, at two
\Eiirgr:tnlﬁ in fromt of him. A weak
and corpulent old man, with heavy
whita cheek-beard and snug, npoplectio
visage, the shock of thedse messages
hand temporarily benumbed his fnoul.
tien. ‘They had arrived five days be-
fore, and never since thelr arrival had
he dared face the world; slecpless, un-

shaven, he hnd crept n reow o
room of his manslon, fighting with
imaginary woemles and e s that

be conld not down. On thae fifth morn
lug he shaved and dressod himsaolf,
and, with o strong effort of will, went
to lis offiee ngaln, Now, shut up in
the large room with ils glusa partition,
belind which bhis stepographers worked
busily, be reund those telegrams for the
fiftieth timas

One was from Pronk Staples,
the Brooklyn Inwyer from whom
Haynes had obtained the five thousand
dollars. In velled and guarded lans
gunge It recounted the eplsode and
ended with a personal warning.

The other was from Ricardo, an Ital
fan apy. who had served with Haynes
In the penitentiary. It told of the man's
escape and of the terrible machine to
‘which Haynes owed his Tberty, “"See
pewspapers!™ ho ended,

And on hls desk the newspapers of
tho past five days were spread before
his syes; In the biack headllnes Poole

his own appronching disaster,
| His first plan was to fly; but under
the stimulus of strong potations of
¥ hin cournge revived, At the
E‘:t an bour he had mapped out his
pchome. He could not warn the palice,
that would call attention to hils own
in the consplracy which had been
to wrest the land from his vie
. but he knew that sven In Grand

On such occaslons her fear of him |
would almost overmaster her. Bhe

was hin ward, She was pennilass, helip- |
lesn, ignorant of the world of business |
outside the Grand Valloy. Jack Poole |
had meant to keep her eo.

"Come lhers, my dear,” sald Poole,
strotehing out his arms toward her,
“IDo you know you are growing into a
devillehly protty giel?

“Pleasse, Mr, Poole!"
ploringly.

“Pleass nothlng!™ he retorted. “See
hera, you Imp, haven't you any gratl-
tude in your makeup? Didn't I drag
you out of the gutter and adopt you.
| put you to school, and take you into
my offMen when you left last year? And
when you refueed to Hve In my house
and went to that cheap boarding place
I stood for It, 1—"

“1 loft your house, Mr. Poole, when
your wife left you," she anawered with
dignity. "I could not bave staysd un-
der the ciroumstances; you must know
that*

“Well, suppose you dld hava to cons
| eilinte these narrow people in Grand
| Valley,” he grumbled, “is that any rea-

son why you should refuse to act as
my ward? Ain"t you the same ns a
danghter to me? And haven't you ro
fuaed to be seen with me in publie,
or to hava dinper with me—yes, aven
| al o restnurant?
| “Please, Mr, Poole—"

“Please, M», Poole!™ he mimicked
“U'm mighty tired of this Ingratitudes,

you—" He checked himsslf upon the
mouthing of a vile epithet. “The
| devil! What d'you suppose I've fed

she sald Im-

you and clothed you and educated you
ull thes
1o show an

Aln't vou going !
! Now see here |
Ing and staggering h;\mr-l}
t nd this nonsense, |
to have dinner with me
| e room At Besard's next
| Friday evenilng, at seven, and after-
ward—weall, 1'Il tell you what when
| we mest there. And it you defy mv.l
vou ean look for another job. And let
| i this, you won't get one in
Valley, And I » you

y Tor

"t Ipose
| haven't saved up too much money on

hat fiva dollars a4 week? he
&I +d ‘

“Now

you think It over,” he grum-

i bled. "You peadn't ahiow yoursalf here
agnin at &l If you act sensible and |
meol me at Bezard's, you'll come back
to my house and lve in luxury; if you
don't vou'd better get out of town,
And there'll be a new stenographer in
your place tomorrow."

She had risen, pale and terrifled;
she moved toward the door. Poole
| would have detalned her, but into his
drink-soaked brain there stole the
shndow of his fears, those fears which
Iie had forgotten in the excilement of
his ohase, He grunted and turned back
| to his desk.
| Finally, with a groan, ha tors the
telograms into emall pisces and burned
| them In his ash-tray
i the partition:

“Miss MIllls, see that no more news-
fapers are put on my desk unt{l I tell
vou, I'm tired of them—I1 don't want
to sea any more. I'm slek of this *devil-
chair' business,”" he muttered drunken-
|1y, as he put on his hat and staggered
into tha hall

He did not notige the erippled man
who slowly thumped his way, on
crutches, along the street behind him.
| If he had done so he would not have |
| romemberad him, But, though tha
erlpple saw him, he had no concern
1 him just then; he was striving |
| desperately to keep In sight that Iittle
figure that moved dejectedly along
| Main street.

“How long d'vou want a room for?
atked Mrs, Thompson, of No, 27 Grand
|.1r-'m:r. looking susplelously upon the
eripple at the door, He was not over-
well attired, bhe bad no baggage, and
under his long overcoat was & bulging
package ahaped llke an enormous
wheel.

“Just for two or threa days,” sald
tha eripple apologetically. “I'm s work-
ing man,” he added, seeing hor glance
at the Instrument which he waa carry-
ing, “a wheelwright. I'm on a job In
town and [ got separuled from my suit-
case. But I can pay you Iln advance,”
he sald, “and 1 won't want to sit at
your table unless you'd lke me™

“K’ll ha four dollars for the week's
rent,” snapped Mre. Thompson. "I
only rent by the week, and if you stay
part of a week that counta as a whole
one, And my table's rll" Bhe re
celved a proffered five dollar bill, gave
him his change, and conducted him up
the stairs, a shade more graclously.
“You can have the large room on the

He called across

wit

| away on that

second,” ekeenid. “No, not that one—

few days, so you won't mind?
She looked keenly at Hleanor. The
girl had been crying. The landlady

Bul no sign of the des- | would have left him long sgo—but she | aniffed, for she felt certaln that some

man must be the cause. She had a
profound contempt for men, and rela-
tionship to Mr. Poole, she was well
aware, was something It was not al
ways discreet to question. Mra
Thompson soifed again, more loudly,
and so passed out of history.

It was on n Thursday evening that
the erippls stopped at Miss Haynes'
door. Ha had made her acgualotance
during those two days of sulfering; he
had known his child at once when
he saw her leaving the office of Pools,
and had pondered long how to dis-
close himself., On this evening, see
ing the door ajar, he stopped. Elean-
or came out; she looked woebegono,
and she had been crylng agnin. A
rush of anger swept away his heslta-
tion. Who was the man who dared to
maka his daughter ory?

“You're In trouble, Miss Haynes,"
ho stammered. "Isn't there anything

I can do?”
"Oh, no,” she answered, holding out
her hands impulsively. “You don't

know how I appreciate your kindneas,
Mr. Tupman. Won't you come in &
moment? she asked, and, when he ne-
cepted her invitatlon eagerly, she con-
tinued half hysterically:

“It must seem strange to you—It
must, asking a stranger n But—
you'll think me foollsh, but you re-
mind me of my dear father. If there
were any hope that he was alive, |
should believe you were my father,
she went on. "But what nonsense 1I'm
talking. 1 don't know what wyou'll
think of me—I'm in trouble, and not
quite gell-possessed—""

She broke off In confusion. Haynea
seated himself quietly at her slde.

“Your father {s dead?" he askoed.

She began to cry softly. “He was
drowned, with my mother, In that ter-

| ribla aceldent to the excursion boat at

Nokomis, five years ago. It was a ter-
rible shock to me; I had not even
known that they were aboard until
their bodles were |dentifled among the
burned vietims In the hold of the ship.
My father and mothor wera Eoglish;
he had brought us to America to
clalm some large landed property.
and his lawyer sent him an urgent tel
egram to bring my mother to the
steamship office bofore the boat sailed.
They had to verify some deeds at Ill-
Ington, up the river, before noon. 1
was out of tha house at the time the
message arrived, and they could not

wait for me. [ mnever saw them
again."

Haynes felt the muscles of his
hands contract Involuntarily. The

plot hnd been blacker than he had
suspected. While they bad lured him
last morning of his
freedom, the scoundrels had nlso con-
trived in some way to separate the
women. Doubtless his wite, If she
stlll lived, belleved him and her
daughter dead.

Gradually he drew from her the
story of her trouble. He learned,
partly from what she told him, part-
Iy by Infersnce, that, having separat-
ed the women, the consplrators had
determined to keep the girl in such
a state of tutelage that she shonld
ba unabla to prosecute n search for
her mother—Iin case she suspected or
learned anything afterward When
in the bitterness of her diatress, she
found herself, as she Imagined, alone
in the world, the scoundrel Poole had
adopted her, taken her hundreds of
miles from Nokomis to this remote
town near the Canadian border, and
put her to school. When she emerged,
he had talen her into his home,
When, terrifled by the character of
Lthe place in which she found herself,
Eleanor Haynes had attempted to
ecscape, rather than lose might of
her, Poole had given her & position
in his office, keeping her salary so
low that she could save nothing nor
every hope to leave Grand Valley.

But her beauty and Ingenuous in.
nocence had attracted him. For
months e had pursued her wilh his
attentions; every repulse only accen-
tuated his resolution to win her,
Finally, so desperate had his pas-
glon become, that he had risked afl
on a4 single throw, He had thrast.
ened her with dismissal, hoping to
win her through fear, sloce by love
he conld not do so.

When he had drawn out this story
from her Haynes norved himsolf for
the disclosure. He took her hands
In his, and, trustfully, she allowed
him. :

“Miss Haynes," he said, in 2 chok-
ing veice, “your troubles with Poole
seem very blg to you. But they are

nothing to the troubles that eunfroft

bo brave enotgh to hear what | am
going to tell You without emotion?
And do you

She looked Iy into his eyes.

“Yea, T would trust you anywhers,
Mr, Tupman,” she anawersd, I only
have to look At your syes 1o know
that, Bad people have shilty, coward.
Iy eyes; yours are quite steady and
clear.” _ i

Y8l 1t will be a shoek,” he an-
swerad, amiling ever so littla. “Now,
narve yourself to bear it. Yon told
me 1 reminded you of your father, 1
am your father™

She leoked gt him a moment longer,
and then she flung her arms round hin
neck and burst Into passionate sohs,
“T knew It all the time,” ahe erled. *1
knew It; 1 wouldn't trust my heart, but
1 knew you were"

And in her enlm accoptance of his
statement he read an (nfinits courage;
but algo an infinlte trustfulness that
made him afrald. And for long they
talked of the past, and he revealed
himsell by many liftle reminlscences
that would have convinced her be-
youd doubt, hnd sho ever doubted,

“And now, Eleanor,” he sald, kiss-
Ing her fondly, "do you know you have
not asked me where your mother Ia?"

“If you wanted me to know you
would have told me," she answered,
“No, don't tell me, my dear. 1 know
~—]1 know that she {s dedd™

In the atremgth of this new happl-
nesa of hers she had not even ques-
tloned him. The shock, ellently an it
had been received, had numbed her
sonses. But now she hegan to ques
tlon esngerly, and Havnes told her

He told her how he had been in-
velgled away to Oght a duel with the
fellow who had [nsulted her mother,
belng assured by Nis . false friend
Poole that the custom of America de-
manded it; how, when lying senseless,
paralyzed by the bullet, he had baen
carried to.a low quarter of the town
and placed boeside the body of a mur
dered man; how he had been tried
as Pete Timmons, a gang leader, and,
by a corrupt judge and through the
machinations of a  corrupt lawyer,

P

“YOURE IN TROUBLE., MISS HAYNES "HE STAMMERED " ISNT WRY-

THING | CAN DO 7"

gentenceéd io the penitentiary for 14
years; lastly, how he had escaped and
come to search for her. But he did
not tell her about the “devil-chalr.”
He had detached the gyroscope and
brought it with him into Grand valley,
but he saw mow that he would be un-
likely to need it. For, when she un-

folded ber story, & new plan had
taken possession of him. This ven-
geance upon FPoole must now be

doubly sacred, And because he had
struck at the daughter as well as at
the father, he would use Eleanor as
the instrument of his revenge,

If the man hiad baen wholly sane he
would have spared her that; perhaps,
too, If she had refused, his sensea
would bave come back to him, But
when he told her gll he was amazed
#ut the revelution of her nature. The
timid girl became a daughter possess-
ed with the resolugion of vepgsauce
for her father's sufferings. The fan-
tusy of & universal revenge on all
who had been privy to the plot com-
municated itselt to her with double
intenaity.

Bhe did not know he meant to kill
sach of his enemies; her confidence
In him was so profound that she ne
oepted blindly the task which he im.
posed upon her, Yet Haynea knew
well that Pools must die, and that he
would be the first of his vietims., He
would not use the law; personal ven.
geance, nurtured in his prison cell,
had become a madness in his brain.

“You will mest him, then, at the res-
taurant,” he told the girl. “And after
dinner you will nccompany him wher
over he shall decide. Have no fear;
I shall be waiting outside the build-
ing, You have nong, Elounor?"

“No," she sald, emiling up at him,

“That alght, with {he strength of the
mighty mucles of his right hand,
Haynes worked ovar his revolver—an

first tUme pince he had recelved thone
fateful telegrams. His terror of his
onemy had abated; a week or so had
passed, and surely he had no further
cauks for dread. If Indeed Haynes
wors pursuing his enemies, It was im«
probable he would sesk him out;
pethaps he would be caught at his first
attemptl, If such there should be, and
why should Haynes seek out the lesser
conspirators, when the leadera re-
malned unbarmed? He could not
guess that the spy Rleardo, the
man. who had shot Haynes, had
told, in terror of death, of Eleanor's
pressénce with Poole {n that remote
town.

He thought that he knaw human na-
ture; he was assured of It beyond ca
vil when he met Eleanor cutside the
resteurant at the appointed hour, And,
senlng her, he chuckled and smiled,
for in place of the girl ha knew was
o woman flushed, bold even, nerved to
her part by that lostipet which Haynes
had awakened In her—and Pools mls-
took all this for self-surrender.

They entered the litle dining place
behind the curtalns which had been
reserved for them, and Eleanor laugh-
ed, even her repulsion for the man
driven down by her determination.
Poole, complotoly {llusionized, pattad
her arm,

“You look Ane, Puss, positively fine”
he sald ecsatatically. "“Why, 1 always
thought you were such n timid lttle
thing. And you were sly, devilishly
sly, to hlde yourself from me Hke
that Bo you always meant to come,
ah?"

Eleanor nodded briskly.

“And you were holding out for some-
thing big—a rope of pretty pearls,
now, or & diamond bracelet, eh?"

Hleanor noddeq and laughed,

He grew more familiar as the din-
ner advanced and he became flushed

i
| .;¥‘|_;|
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with wine. She let him hold her hand
and press his lps to it; she listened
as he unvellad his propositions to
her, Bhe was to comesback to him,
of course, nnd as soon a8 he oblain-
ed his divorce they were to be mar
ried. Meanwhile, as his ward, she
wis to live in his house; they would
return thut very evening for his chauf.
four was walting outside.

The chauffeur was John Haynes.
For, with $600 in his pocket, Poole's
real chauffeur was walting at the rall-

ad station to take the night train
0 New York city.

But how was Poole to know that in
tho dark? Poole, drunk and Oushed
sod  triumphant, bearlng Haynos'
deughter on his arm and leering and
chuckling.

“Home, George,” he sald thickly, and
settled back In the automobile. His
eyes blinked heavily, he muttered
something, then his head fell on i
eanor's shoulder and he began to
spore. The want of sleep had told
on him during those days of fear;
he had shrunken into a haggard old
maen, horrible to look upon.

This simplified John Haynes' plans,
for, with his erippled leg. he had
doubted his ability to cops with the
man, should his suspielons becoms
aroused. Now, slowing the machine,
ho leaned backward, aud abandoning
it for a moment, whispered;

“Have you found what 1 spoke
of

“Yes, my dear,” he hoard her whis-
per, and through the darkness she
stretohed out one mrm. In It was the
pistol which Poole had carried since
he had put his terrors behind him apd
rosolved to face his [ate manfully,

Jobn Haynes twisted the automoblls
into the middle of the road and drew
his automatic Leuger from his pook-
ot  He placed it ln Eleanor's bands.

ZHE

the man on her shounider an

welght
he collapsed drurkenly with the spring

of the machine. He salept so soundly
that It was not until the sutomoblle
ped, 25 miles from Bezard's, that

"Aln't we home yet, George?" ha
muttered, and opened his eyor wide
"“Why, where the devil have you taken
me, you fool?™ he shouted wrathfully.
“l don't mes no lighta wnor nothing,
Whera I8 this?  The Adirondacks?"™

“Yes, Mr, Poole, the Adirondacks,”
Haytes answored, and limped heavily
to the ground. He motioned his daugh.
ter away, and, advancing, eonfronted
him. “Do you know me? he asked.

He saw the drunkard peer eagerly
at him as he stood leaning upon his
eruteh In the light of the acetylens
lampa. He saw the drunken vaouous
ness pass from his fentures, and a look
of terror succeud,

“1 ses you do" sald Haynes,

Suddenly with an oath, Poole whip-
ped out the revolvar from his pocket—
to find the cripple covering Him.
Hayne's hand did not waver, though
he was bowad heavily upon his cruteh.

“Put it back In your pocket, Poole,”
he sald, “Now, speak, man You
know what | want to know,"

In abject fear Poole trembled so
that he could not speak,

“You dog!” sald Haynes, trombliihg
now #o that hils plutol mouth described
wide clreles—but Poole waa too terrl-
fisd to notice this—"you dog! What
have you to say?™

“They used me as a tool,” muttered
the terrified old man. “Beyers and
Robertson, and Frunk Staples, Why
should I bear the blame? 1'll give you
back what I ean.  You won't take the
life of an old man?"

“What of my daughter?” Haynes
roarad, hobbling forwnrd and pross-
ing his enomy back against the wheel
of the machine. "Yours was the dog's
part, Poole;, You lured me to what
you thought would be my death, you
whom I could have pardoned, had#ou
fought like & man for your ill-gotten
gpolls. You sént that false telegrar
which lured my wife away, Where la
sha?"

In the extremity of his terror Poole
found, sense to make a bargaln,

“1 know, I know,” he stammered.
‘But why should 1 tell you {f | am go-
Ing to die? Come, a bargaln, Mr.
Haynes, [ haven't been all bad: I fed
and cared for your girl all this tima,
even If 1 did lose my head over her
ot last. Other men bave done that
with other women,” he babbled, *You
won't hold that against the money l'va
spent on her? Now llsten! a bargain,
I'll tell you how to find your wife add
give you back §$20,000—1'11 have o
morigage my bome to do ft—and you'll
let me go. 1'm an old mau; I've got
to die soon; it’sa no use having mur-
der upon your hands.

Haynes regarded the shrinking fig
ure with awful sternness; his platol
did not waver now,

Poole," he sald, “I'd hate to kill a
thing #0 mean as you, I'd hate to send
your naked soul shivering into the
fires of hell before your time thad
[T I' glve you your lfe, Poole,
and your money, too—that [ shall get
from the chief conspirators. Here are
the conditions: you tell me where my
wife s and you play fair with moe.
It you try treachery, it will recoll on

you."

“I agree, I agroe,” shrilled Poole
eagerly. "Chauncey E, Robertson
knows; sho's living and unharmed,

and that's all I can tell you. Go to
Chauncey in Benderville and play the
same trick on him that you have play-
ed on me. Hell tell you—it you
make him."

“She's living, then—thank God!"™
exclnimed John Haynes, and as
though overcome by his emotion, he
staggerd backward, letting his pistol
fall,

There came a spurt of flame, the
crack of the Luegar. Poole, sweing
hia enemy disarmed, had fired at him
polnt blank. Eleanor ran forward,
sereaming, Then, seéing her father
straighten himself upon Wis crutchos
and laugh, and polut to the automo-
blle. She followed his gaze fenrfully,

Jack Poole lay on the wteps of the
machine. He waa guite dead, for the
bullet from the reversed Lusger had
gone clean and siralght through his
right eye Into his braln. John Haynes
had not worked over It fruitlessly.

So, by his own treachery, the fArst
of the conspirators came to his
death.

Haynes flung the body Into the road
and placed his daughter in tho auto-
moblle, Then, stepping among the
trees, he drew out the devilehalr and
deposited It In the tonneau beslde the
detached gyroscope. He loaked at his
watch,

“We can catch the Chicago traln at
Purfield in an hour and & half, El
eanor,” he sald. “You will go on alone.
Hers are $4,000" He placed the
bills in her bands. “You must be
brive, my dear, und play your wom-
an's game llke ‘a man, coufldlhg In
no one, passing as & stenpgrapher
from the scuth, eager to fnd work,
Place your funds in four different
banks, get a position, and walt till
you hear from me st the General
postoffice. It may be In one week or
not for s year. You are not afrald?”

“No," she answered, and though her
face was white her voice was steady
and clear. He kissed her forvently;
then Jimping into his plece, he drove

daughter's tickst to Chicago, and help-
ed her nbonrd the train; he walted till
the read Jights had vanished down the
truck, Then he drove Into the wil
derness again, removed the plate with
ita number, hid the machine In the
depths of the forest, and, fastening
the gyroscope to the iovalld ehair, en-
tered It and whirled away westward

NING MARK IN COMMUNITY

Sketch of “Prominent Citizen,” as

& Magazine Writer Views
the Type.

‘A prominent cltizen (asccord

one wife, sends his children to Bunday

fers & musical comedy to “Tristan and
Isolda,” owns & “library edition™ of
CGuy de Maupassant, bought from a
book ngont, regards all soclalists os
seoundrels, has & theory to mecount
for gll mousy panies, possesses ooly

to got drunk on a Saturday night, con-
tributes to all reliof funds managed
by newspapers, rides In & taxicab, wa

“Horte Sanse™
Was the sojourn of Gulliver among
tho Houybnbnms a. feble, after all?

o aikything Deyond 144, Bat fthay afe

hen he ouly
the stage of trafc, the lefsure that he

#
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WILL DEVELOP CHILD MIND

Other Reawonn for Bchool Gardens
Than Bimple Idea of Greating
Spots of Beauty,

It was Sam Jones who sald he dldn’t
care much for theclogy snd botany,
but that he bolleved In religion and
loved flowers., This wan gotting hack
to nature and God In the only right
way. And If the children of Wash-
Ington can touch first principles by
means of school gardens, they will
have acquired a kind of knowledge
that all the text books In the world
could not mpart,

Alrendy the teachers of the distriot
schoola are preparing to repeat the
experiences of previous years by hav-
ing the pupils cultivate {ndividual gar
den plots, In which will be grown the
vagetables and other “sass” Indigen:
ot to this reglon. Little spaces will
ba wrested from back yards and the
odges of the walks around the home
and converted Into mquares and rect-
angles of utility and besuty. The
growth of the tender plants will merge
with the development of the child
mind. A deoper Interest in the won-
darn of nature will be stimulated. The
sense of balng engaged In something
which furnishes Its own dally proof
of usefulness will make the lttle ones
feel that they are an essentinl part
of tho general sch The 1
of lifa will find lodgment in manifold
wayn.

Theory and practise go together,
and each (s necessary to the other.
The Squeerslan system was not with-
out {ts fine polnts, albeit it ompha-
tlzed the conorete at the expenss of
the ideal. 'The school garden fur-
nishes both. It has been the experl-
enca of teachers In the past that the
dull pupll often finds {n such pursuits
as these the link that binds his inat-
tentive mind to his books, At last he
is able to understand the reason why.
Calyx, stamen, piatil, corolla, all mean-
Ingless words before, become vital and
slgnificant. He finda that books tell
about plants, and In the plants lengns
things that send him to his books
again,

L ]
GETTING INTYQ THE COUNTRY

Exodus From Citles |s Powerful Rea-
son for Making the Suburban
Towns More Attractive,

This is the day of the suburb—more
and more are the people of moderiate
means moviog "out of town,” It used
to be that only the wealthy could en-
joy green trees, grass and flowers.
Now all this is changed becsumse of
the Improvement in car service. Thirty
yeara ago tha man of means ook the
traln to hla suburban station — was
met there and driven to his home,
Now even those living on small In.
comes may enjoy the quiet, the sweet
alr, the wholesome environment of the
“near” country life without its former
expenges, and drawbacks. The elee-
triec cars, linking all large citles with
& perfect olrele of outlying settle-
ments, have made this possible Even
the workingman has been thought of
during the last decade and many com-
fortable houses within reach of his
pocketbook can be found. Thers aro
no longer the old obstacles of no
stores, no churches, no schools, These
and all the other advantages of clty
lUfe have followed the car lines, Plelds,
woods and streams are the play-
grounds God meant for the ohildren—
not city pavements. The city Is not
too distant for nmusements, shopping,
culture and work. The country not too
far for walks and plenles, health and
happloess. Glve the children some
mopds snd let them dig In the good,
brown earth. Encourage them to climb
trees, to swim, to notice the birds
and fowers. You will nol need to
save so hard for summer vacations,
& vecation at home will be a joy,
healthgiving and restful, You will have
good friends among your nelghbors,
plenty of whelesome amusement near
at hand. Not oniy the children, but
the other boys and girls will be health-
ler—and egafer. The spring is calling
—every bird and grass blade and
swalllng bud. By all means, lot us an-

ewer, "Yes"—Exchange.

e

Betsy Rosa Houss in a Park.

Sentlment Is  strikingly combined
with utility In the suggestion that the
Belsy Ross house In Phlladelphin be
made the center of a park Uy tearing
down oeighboring structures, whigh
closaly surround It

One of the promoters of the project
hag found that within two years thers
have been 500 fire alarms within a
radius of two squares of the house.
It {5 estimated that §200,000 would be
| suficlent to provide for an open space
100 feet by 160 nround the 1ittle bulld-
Ing. Thus, at one wstroke, the old
house where the first American flng
was made would be protected aguiust
fire, and & breathing space would he
added in a part of the clty whare it
will be Inoreasingly needed and Ip-
cressingly hard to get

There {s.u hint here for other com-
mnnities confrouted by the same probs
lan.

Annual Mnﬁll.

According to an estimate by Sir
John Murray, the total annpal raintall
A s
1o (L SH : es, '

0,684 cublo milea dralos off
3 to the sen.




